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Prologue 
Cut-Up Angels 


Dedicated to everyone. 


Summary: Nasty Angels has found their fifteen minutes of fame. They are on tour with Razor Cuts, and are 


about to stumble into a downward spiral. 


Demona sat alone in the apartment she shared with Terrace, the bassist in her band. The window was cracked 
a little; Terrace hated the smell of smoke. She took her last drag and tossed it out the window. It was dark in 
this place. Way too dark; it bothered her. 


She could hear Terrace snoring softly inside her room. Their guitarist, Owen, had crashed on their couch. He 
was snoring like a fucking freight train. Demona smirked and went back to her room. The glowing red lights on 


her clock read two o'clock. Damn insomnia. 


It was too fucking hot to sleep. Demona tossed and turned, kicking the covers off, pulling them back on. She let 
out a frustrated groan and got dressed. She pulled on her Slipknot sweat-shirt and walked to Jace's apartment 


on the sixth floor. She raised her fist to knock, then thought about her decision. She decided she shouldn't be 


there and turned to leave. The door opened and Jace's frame appeared. 

| knew you would show up sooner or later, you never could sleep," he said with a smirk on his face. 
She turned to face her on and off again boyfriend. 

"Can | come in?" she asked, suddenly regretting her words. 

"Sure," he replied. 


Demona went inside his apartment and sat on his couch. Jace kicked the door shut and sat down next to her. 


His black hair looked like it hadn't been washed in about a week. 

"Jace, when is the last time you bathed?" she asked, picking up his pack of Marlboro's. 

"| dunno. | don't have you to look after me anymore, sometimes | forget to take care of myself," he said. 
She wasn't going to fall for it. She wasn't coming back. She lit up a cigarette and took a drag. 
"When does the tour start?" he asked. 

"Tomorrow," she replied, rubbing her temples. 

"Baby, you should be in bed." 

No, he did not just call her baby. 

"| can't sleep," she replied. 

"Sleep with me." 

He was closer to her now, too fucking close. 

"I can't. My roommates will miss me," she said, stabbing her cigarette out. 


Now he was touching her dark brown hair. How dare he? Why was she letting him do this? She jumped off the 


couch and said, 
"l'm going to go." 


He grabbed her arm, well not exactly grabbed, more like touching firmly. His bottled green eyes met her golden 


ones. He had always told her how much he loved her eyes. So different, so unique, so special. He used to make 


her feel special. Now he just made her feel like shit. 

"Stay." 

Damn her for falling for his shit again. She nodded her head yes and followed him into the bedroom. He still had 
those black sheets. Everything was fucking black, like his god damn soul. He pulled the covers back and lovingly 
patted her bottom as she crawled in. Bastard. 


He crawled in next to her and she moved to the far side of the bed, away from him. The jerk moved closer to 


her; she could feel his breath on her neck. 
"Get away," she growled. 


He chuckled and moved away. She could always sleep in his bed, damn him. She pushed the covers off and 
sighed. 


"What's wrong?" he asked. 
"Nothing." 


She flung her arm against his chest and he let out a loud oof. He saw the thin pinkish scar running vertically 


along her milky wrist. 

"| thought you stopped,” he said. 

"| tried. You don't understand" 

She could feel him smirk He turned on the lamp and pushed the covers off him. The black t-shirt he was 
wearing showed off the pink scars decorating his pale arms. She sighed and kissed his pale pink lips. Sometimes 
he looked liked death. 

"Jesus, Jace, you really need to fucking bathe," she said. 

He laughed. 

"Why did you ever leave me?" he asked. 

She grimaced. Why did he have to do this? She climbed off his lap and crawled back under the covers. 


"Go to bed, Jace." 


Her voice was cold and he got the picture. He turned off the lamp and went to sleep. Thank god the tour 
started tomorrow. She had to get away from him. Nasty Angles had finally caught their big break opening for 


Razor Cuts, one of the biggest bands right now. Maybe she could finally put her past behind her. 


Leaving 

Leaving 

Dedicated to everyone. 

Summary: A little more insight into the rest of the band as they head out on the tour. 

Jace's alarm clock went off and Demona shot up straight in the bed. 

"Fuck," she muttered and pushed the covers off of her. 

Jace mumbled something indistinguishable and rolled over to face her. Why did she sleep there last night? He 
always could get what he wanted out of her. But there was no way in hell he was going to get her back. She 
got out of the bed and stretched. 

"The tour starts today, doesn't it?" he asked, his black hair falling in his face. 

"Yes." 

Her voice was maybe a little too cold. Jace got out of the bed and wrapped his arms around her. She stiffened 
in his grasp. The hug was way too warm, how dare him. She pulled away from him and went to leave the 
apartment. 

"Hey, wait," he called, coming after her. 

"What?" she asked, turning to face him. 

"Write to me?" 

There was soft smile on his face, showing her just a hint of his perfect teeth, which were starting to yellow 
due to his nicotine addiction. That smiled had killed her so much in the past. Well, he was just asking her to 
write to him, not come back. 

"Sure, no problem." 

With that said, she left. She walked into the apartment she shared with Terrace. 


"Where have you been?" Terrace yelled. 


Owen took one look at Demona and shook his head. 


"I though you were finished with him," he said. 

"Me too," Demona replied. 

Owen shook his head and put his guitar in its case. Terrace shook her head and walked away. 
"Owen," Demona whined. 

"What, baby girl?" he asked. 

"What the fuck do | have to keep running back to him?" 

‘| don't know," he said, his bleached blond hair gelled back. 

Demona sighed and rubbed her temples. 

"Do you have any cigarettes | can have?" she asked, picking at a stray thread on her, well his, sweatshirt. 
| thought you quit" 

| thought | quit a lot of things." 


Owen smirked and tossed her a pack of cigarettes. She muttered thanks and lit one up. There was a knock at 


the door and Owen went to answer it. Their drummer, Dominique, come in and sat her duffle bag down. 
"Hey, we're getting a tour bus right?" she asked. 


"Yeah, one of the perks of traveling with one of the biggest bands right now," Owen smiled, giving her a huge 
hug. 


They better not be dating, Demona thought to herself. A relationship between two band members would never 


end well. Dominique pulled away from Owen and turned to Demona 
"| thought you quit?" she asked, her dark eyes concerned 

"She said she thought she quit a lot of things," Owen replied 

"Oh 

Terrace come out, her short black bob now decorated with streaks of purple 


"Do you guys like it?" she asked. 


Demona smiled and squashed her cigarette out. 

"| love it" 

Owen and Dominique nodded in agreement. 

"Where the fuck is Chantal?" Terrace asked. 

"Right here, chill the hell out," Chantal said, bounding through the door, with her guitar case. 

Chantal gave Demona a big hug and showed her newly pierced belly button 

"Nice," Demona said. 

The bar was pink and it matched Demona's eyebrow bar. 

"Let's go," Terrace said. 

Demona grabbed some bags and equipment and headed out the door with the rest of her band mates. 
"Whose sweatshirt is that?" Terrace asked her. 

Demona gave her a look and kept walking. Terrace sighed. She loved Demona dearly, but she never could 
understand why she kept running back to that asshole. Terrace picked up her bass and adjusted her short 
black skirt. Owen walked out to the van with Dominique, a hand causally slung across her shoulder. 

"Owen." she started to say. 

"Sorry," he replied, removing his arm. 

"Its ok," she replied 

Owen was an adorable guy with his bleached blond hair and sparkling blue eyes, but Dominique could not go out 
with him. To her family it was bad enough that she had skipped college to start a band, but dating a white guy 
would probably have his disowned. She finished loading their stuff in the van, when Demona and Chantal came 
out. 

"Hey, Demi, wait up!" Jace said, running out to the von. 


"Fuck," she muttered and turned around. 


With a scowl on her face, Terrace slammed the van door shut and turned on the ignition. 


"What is it Jace?" Demona asked, pissed that he had used her nickname. 
‘| wanted you to have this," he said, pulling his favorite lighter out of his pocket and placing it in her palm. 


It was his black lighter decorated with red flames and a skull. He had this lighter forever, and he cherished it. 
Why the fuck was he giving in to her? 


"Thanks, Jace, I'll keep it safe," she said with a somewhat forced smile. 
He gave her a quick peck on the cheek. 
"Good luck, baby." 


And with that said, he went back inside. She closed her eyes and took in his scent. He had washed his hair and 


it smelled like Garnier Fructis. He also smelled like cigarette smoke and cologne. 
"Demill Get your ass in the van!" Chantal yelled. 


Demona got in the van with her band mates and the left their past behind. Demona rubbed the lighter in the 
pocket of his sweatshirt. She could feel Terrace glaring at her though the rear view mirror. Fuck Terrace, she 


would never understand. Leaving things behind was never an easy thing for Demona. 


Opening Act 


Opening Act 
Dedicated to everyone. 


Summary: Demona finds herself falling for the lead singer of Razor Cuts, while Owen finds himself falling for 


the bassist. 

Demona held her acoustic guitar in her lap, lightly strumming it. The buses were being loaded up and Chantal 
was busy talking to their band's manager, lan. Terrace was talking to her mom on her cell and Owen was still 
flirting with Dominique. Demona sighed and started to play a little louder. 

"Nice sound you got there," she heard a man say. 

She looked up and squinted her eyes from the glare of the sun. It was Lennon Roberts, lead singer of the 
Razor Cuts. Her heart stopped for a second. She was a huge fan and couldn't believe that he was standing 
right in front of her. 

"Th..thanks," she stammered, feeling like a complete fool. 

He smiled, flashing white teeth (two looked like fangs, and immediately Demona imagined him sinking them into 
her flesh). A strand of his long black hair had fallen in front of his cat green eyes. She felt her panties 
dampen. Oh, naughty Demi, naughty Demi. 

"So, you excited about your first US. tour?" he asked, sitting down next to her. 

"Very." 

She could feel a stupid smile crossing her face. Suddenly she had been transformed back into a twelve year old. 
"Its going to be lots of fun," he said, lighting up a cigarette. 

"Can | bum one?" she asked. 

"No prob," he said, lighting one up for her. 

She reached for it, but he had already slipped through her slightly parted lips. She blushed and took a drag. 


"Thanks," she whispered. 


Owen clicked his cell phone shut and sighed. Ex-girlfriends were such a pain in the ass. Now that his star was 


rising, she wanted to get back together. There was no fucking way in hell he would ever get back together with 
that two-timing bitch. Someone ran into him and he let out an oof. 


‘I'm so sorry, dude," Andy Summers, the bassist in Razor Cuts, said 

"Hey, it's cool," Owen replied. 

Any smiled and his dark chestnut eyes shone. Owen felt himself blush. 

"See ya later on the bus," Andy said, giving Owen's arm a friendly squeeze. 

Owen just nodded and smiled. He watched the freshly mo-hawed boy climb onto the bus. There was something 
about that sinewy body that Owen liked. Or maybe it was the lip ring. Owen could imagine himself tugging on it 
in.NO! He did not just think about having sex with Andy Summers. Actually it wasn't too bad of a thought. 


Chantal bounded over to Demona, who was engaged in a deep conversation with Lennon 


"Hey, bitch, we're about to head out, but we need to figure out who is riding with who," Chantal said, popping a 
big pink bubble. 


Demona could have killed her. Instead she forced a smile onto her face. 
"What's the problem? | thought we agree on who was riding with who," Demona said. 
She could feel Lennon shift. 


"Well, Terrace is throwing a fucking fit. She wants to be on our bus with lan, me, and Dominique. So you are 


going to have to switch places with her and ride on Razor Cuts bus with Owen, is that cool?" she asked 

lt was more than cool, it was fucking fantastic. Demona turned to Lennon 

"Is that ok with you?" she asked 

"Sounds like a plan to me. It would be cool having a girl on the bus," he said, squashing out another cigarette. 
"Great" Chantal smiled 

Demona placed her guitar back in her case. Lennon stood up and offered her his hand. She gladly took it and 
followed him onto the bus. The rest of his band, plus Owen were already on there. She slid next to her bleach 


blonde babe and gave him a smile. 


"Now listen up, fuckers, Demora is riding with us and you better show her some fucking respect, comprende?" 


Lennon said. 


The guys laughed and promised to be on their best behavior. Lennon slid next to her. 
"So, do you have a boyfriend?" he asked. 
"Nope, been single a long time," she replied. 


"Fan-fucking-tastic," he grinned. 


